The 7 raged] 

Ifeuer hehaue wife let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Cher fey with your holy load 
Taken from Pauls to be in interred there: 

And ftill as you are weary of the waight, _ ___ Enter 

Reft you whiles i lament King Henries corfc. G beefier, 
Glo. Stay you that bearethe coarfe, and fet it downe. 
Z^.What blacke Magitian,coniures vp this fiend 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds: 

Glo. Villaine, fet d ovvne the coarfe, or by Saint Paul, 

He make a corfe of him that difobeyes f 
Gen. Stand backe and let the coffin paffe. 

Glo. Vnmannerly dog, ftandft thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then my bre.aft. 

Or by Saint Paul ile ftrike thee to my foote. 

And Ipurne vpon thee begger for thyboldnefCe. 

La.whn do you tremble, are you all affraid ? 

Alaffe,! blame you not for you are mortall, 

And mortall eyes cannot endure theDiuell, 

Auant thou fearefufl minifter of hell,' 

Thou had ft but power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charity be not fo curft. 

La. Foule diuel_l,forGods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell. 

Fil’d it with curling cryes,and deepe exclaimes. 

If thou delight to view thy hanious deeds, - 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, iee dead Henries wounds. 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrefh, 
Blufti,blu£h, thou lumpe.of foule deformity. 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood. 

From cold and empty veines where no blood dwels# 

Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this deluge moft vnnaturall. 

Oh God, which this blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 

Oh earth which this blood drinkft, reuenge his death : 
Either heauen with lightning ftrike the murderer dead. 
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of Richard the Third. 

Or Earth gape open ’wide , and eate him quicke. 

As thou didft iwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hell-gonernd arme hath butchered. 

( 7 /o.Lady, you know no rule of charity. 

Which render good forbad , bleffings forcurfes, 
A^.Villanne , thou knoweft no law of God, nor mis.. 
No beaft fo fierce , but knowes fome touch of pi tty, 

Glo . But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when diuels tell the truth, 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry. 
Vouchsafe deuine perfection of a woman, 

Of thefe fuppofed euils to giue mee leaue. 

By circumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

Z.4. Vouchfafe defufed infection of a man, 

For thefe knowne euils, but to giue mee leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe. 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee , let mee haue 
Some patient leafure to excufe my felfe, 

Atf.Fouler then heart canthinkethee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfc. 

Glo. By -filch difpaire Ifhouid accufemy Ielfe. 

L.And by difparing fhouldft thou ftand excufde 
For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft , vnworthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that I flew them not. < 

La. Why rhen they are not dead ' 

But dead they are and diuelifh flaueby thee* 

Glo. I did not kill your husband* * 

La. 'Why then hee is aliue- 

Glo. Nay he is dead and flaine by Edwards band* 

La. In thy fou le throat thou lieft. Qjneene Margnt faw 
Thy bloody faulchion fmooking in hisblood, ° 

I he which thou once didft bend againft her IsnffL 
But that my brother beat affide the poynt. 

1 was prouoked by her flanderous tongue. 

Which laid her guikvpon myguiltlneffe fhoulders 
ffi.‘ J tlGU waft prouoked by thy bloody minde. 

Z?. j a" 1 , neucr dreamt on ought ;but butcherycs ' 
thou not kill this King ? G/o.J grant yee, 

B Lady 


